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The Count has heard tumors -that Egbert Jl 



has been digging under his house at night ■ 



HERE COMES EGBERT NOW.' I MUSTN'T 
LET HIM SEE ME.' SOMETHING IS AFOOT 
AND I'M JUST THE HEEL TO . — -_. 
FIND OUT WHAT IT IS-' j / 




PHEW.' THIS 
BAG IS 
HEAVY/ 




THAT'S IT.' HE'S FOUND A GOLD M\UE 
UNDER HIS HOUSE/ EUREKA/ 
I'M RICH/ 





Silentlv, fhe fox follows Egbert to 
his home, then peek% through the -window.' 

{ I MUST GET THAT GOLD BEFORE ) L^Xl 
SOME DIRTY THIEF STEALS IT 








0OSH.' THAT BAG OF CEMENT SURE IS HEAVY/ GUESS 
I'LL TAKE A NAP BEFORE I DIG ANY MORE.' PUTTING 

IN A CELLAR SURE IS HARD 
WORK/ 




EGBERT 



TU JUST SET THE SWITCH ON 
MV BUKGLAK AlABM SO NO 
ONE CAN BREAK IN ANP 
STEAL MY NEW ^|.98 
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WHAT'S THAT GLEAMING UNDER THE FLOOR 
BOARDS? ITS GOLD/ I'VE DISCOVEREp HIS., 
MINE.' NOW TO GET HIM OUT OF TH6 
WAY FOR A WHILE/ 







EGBIRT 




EGBERT 



(SAKPEN? THAT'S SILLY/ WHAT 
CAN YOU G*OW IN A CELLAR? 




EGBERT 





GIMME THAT NUGGET.' I KNOW ALL 
ABOUT THE GOLD MINE VOU'VE BEEN 
DIGGING UNDER THE FLOOR/ VOU 
.CAN'T FOOL ME/ /— - 




HA-HA-HA.* THERE'S NO GOLD MINE/ 
I'VE BEEN DIGGING A CELLAR FOR 
RECREATION ROOM/ 




OH. YEAH? THEN HOW COME I FOUND 
THIS GOLD NUGGET 
JJNDER THERE? 
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THAT SCARECROW 
LOOKS ALMOST 

ALIVE/ G-GOLL1, 

UtiC NERO, DO 

YOU THINK IT 

MIGHT 0E A 
REAL CROOK 
IN DISGUISE?, 



ZERO, Y0U /MUST CURS 

YCUR RANCY" ER- 
r 17 PANCY - ER-- 
/" T/ IMAGINATION /IT'S 
.t^ X JUST AN OLD CAM- 
SCROW- 

VSJ SCARE ■ 
\^. CROW. 1 



<& 
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YOU SHOUIPN'T HAVE 
SNATCHED AWAY THE 
SCARECROW'S HAND, 
TERO/ THAT WAS 
RUDE.' 
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BUT HOW COULD I 
KICK VOU FROM 

BEHIND, UHC NERO, 
WH6N I WAS 
STAN PINS IN 

FRONT 



RAT'S TH-ER-THAT'S 
RIGHT.' ZERO, THERE'S 
SOMETHING 
G0OSEDLY OOD'ER" 
DEUCEPLY COPD-ER- 

POGSONE STRANGE 
GOING ON AROUND 






WILY WOLF.' 
THERE'S A ONE 
THOUSAND P0LLAR 

REWARD FOR YOU, 
YOU SPROOK-ER" 
COOK-ER 

0URGLAR ' 




-TO LOOK OYER A 
REAL, LIVE CROOK 
WITH UNC'5 
MAGNIFYING 
GLASS.' OH, B0Y 
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AFTER DU8SUIN<S"-EK.-SUBPIJIN<3 
THE CROOK, NEPHEW, THE NEXTSTEP 
IS TO SNAP ON THE CANDHUFFS •■•ER- 
SANDFLUFFS-ER- BRACELETS.' YOU CAN 
SEE THAT YOUR UNCLE NERO 
NEVER FAILS 
A GREAT 





r\j\/f\ PETECTIVE, J J 
^0^\\EH, 7ER02// 
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GRRRR! i'p planned 

TO EAT YOU ; SLURP; ONLY^ 
I DON'T REALLY 
LIKE RACCOON.' 



I 



ANO PIG GENERALLY 
GIVES MB INDIGESTION/ 

auraugh! 



V 



» 



o 



z 
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OH.P-PLEASE, 

MR. WOLF, SIR, SINCE 

YOU D-DON'T LIKE 

RACCOON 1 AND 

PIG, CAN WE 

GO* 



WE'LL 
DO ANYTHING 
YOU ASK, ONLY 
LET US GO.' 



H MM f . SEE 
'THAT TENDER 
I SLURP: MOUNTAIN' 
GOAT ON THAT 
LEDGE - ? 8RING 
HIM HERE V«D 
I'LL SPARE YOU ' 
TWO SQUIRTS'/ 



■£*^> 






WHAT S A 
IDEA"? 



V-VEAH, ROLLO/ WHY 
ARE YOU TYING THE 
SKYROCKET OH 
MY BACK* 



IT'S THE 

'Q-QUICKEST 

WAY TO GET 

UP THE CLIFF, 

PICKLE- 

•FOOT.' 



/ 



■h 



THIS SKVROCKET'LL 
HAVE YOU UP BESIDE 
THE BABY GOAT IN A 
JIFFY/ READY? AIM 
fr- YOURSELF, 
PICKLEFOOT.' 



A-ANYTHING TO 
GET AWAY FROM 
HERE / AM I 
AIMED RIGHT, 
ROLLO? 
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VDU 'RE SAFE 
WITH US, MONTY.' 
VESSIR/-< 

awk! 
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0|V/ WE STARTED \ f WE'RE FALLING 
A LANDSLIDE/ WE J [ RIGHT INTO THE 
CAN'T GET BACK^ V LIONS- 1 MEAN, 

WOLF'S 

a o 





SUNKY WOLF/ 
LOOK' BURIED 
RIGHT UP TO HIS 
NECK/ WE'RE 
SAFE/ 




' AND THESE TWO 
SILVER DOLLARS 
ARE YOUR REWARD, 
BOVS,FOR 





" ■ - I 
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HA.' HA/ IP WE DIS THIS 
HOLE A LITTLE PEEPER, 
MAVBE WE'LL, HIT 
CHINA, HUNCH/ 
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VBEPS/ THE 
BOTTOM'S 
FALLING OUT 
OF THIS 
HOLE.' 
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WELL, NO MATTER HOW 

YOU FOUNP OUT, YOU'LL 

NEVER SET OUTA.HERE. 

fGRRRRi ALIVE. 




I'VE J-U/WEP/ 
WE'VE 6OT TO BE 
QUICK OR THAT 
CROOK'LL JTUMP 
ON US.' 



X J 



I C-CANT reach 
THE TOP OF THE 
TUNNEL/ WHAT'LL 
WE VO NOW? 

r (5ET SOINO, BUZr/" 
VEOW.' HERE COMES 
/THE BANK WOBBER.'y 




f 
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THE CROOK'5 CLOSED 
THIS END OF THE 
TUNNEL BY ROLLINS 
THAT BOULDER ACROSS 
T.' WHAT'LL WE DO 7 





, r know/ I'll light 

|THJ5 SiANT FlRE- 
CWACKER.... 



J 



•/s 



••ANP HOLD IT 
WIGHT IN THE 
WOBBER'S 
FACE/ 



YOU LET 60 OF A\Y 
BWOTHER, VOU MEAN, 
OL' WO88ER/ 



WHERE'P 
YOU SET THE 
FIRECRACKER, 
HUNCH ? 



<S 



f V FIRECRACKER' 
NOTHIN7 < 



7 
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HENRIETTA SCHMIDLAPlLITZ.' AH.' 
WHAT A BEAUTIFUL NAME/ 




Jfi HELLO/ OH, I SEE YOU'RE yG-GO'SH —I WISH 
f> * BASHFUL/ COME CLOSER/ A YOU WOULP/ 

HAW-W-W/ 
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JUST WAIT'Lt X CATCH YOU, 
ABEKCKOMEME.' I'LL FIX 
YOU BUT OOOO! 
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LA*- s carnival nearby 



THE MARKER'S 
ONLY HALF WAY 
UP THE GAUGE! 

YOU GUYS ARE A, 
> BUNCH OF <T 
V^WEAtfUNGS/J 
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C^lJrt^w 
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WHY, IT'S 
A0ERCROMBIE.' 



yWAN INTOWN,ANP 
IF I CANT RING 
r THE GONG, 

NOBODY 
CAN.' 



'•*.«] 
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WOW.' A 

BEE/ 
LOOK OUT.' 









i/i//i «p 




I'VE BEEN ^ 
STABBED! 



tssr- 




W0AMMO! 





THAT'S WHAT I SAY/ 
WHY SHOUT ? I'M 
THAT PEAF/ 



NOT, 




HOW/ WHAT A 
WALLOP.' HERE, 
-VOU WON THE 

r JACKPOT,AAR. 

ABERjCROMBlE.' 



4' 




G-GOLLY, FELLOWS /you 
SURE PO APPRECIATE 
A PUBLIC SPIRITEP- 
CITIZEN .' THANKS/ 



■ 
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THHE Count, that sly fox, that master of the 
-*- smooth talk and the quick grab, plodded dis- 
mally down the street. Overhead the sky was blue 
and empty — as blue as the Count's spirits and as 
empty as his pockets. Business was bad for the 
Count. 

"Suckers," muttered the Count, "are scarcer than 
hen's teeth." He kicked angrily at a stone. "If this 
keeps up, I'll be forced to resort to desperate 
measures. I might even have to get a job." 

The thought of work filled him with horror. Not 
that! Anything but that! 

He rounded the corner and stopped with a gasp. 
There, on a side street, sat a car. It was, without 
any doubt, the most magnificent car the Count had 
ever seen. Its chromium glistened and its red leath- 
er upholstery glowed like fire. It sat by the curb, 
door open and motor purring quietly. Whoever 
owned it had apparently jumped out and gone in- 
side one of the buildings for a moment. 

"Whee-wheew!" whistled the Count admiringly. 
"What a car. I wonder who owns it." 

He sauntered up closer, eye* glistening. Then he 
whistled again. On the door was a gold name- 
plate and on that plate was the name of the car's 
owner, Lottie Cluck. 

"Lottie Cluck, the movie actress." said the Count. 
"No wonder the car looks like a million dollars." 

He was leaning in to admire the gorgeous fittings 
when a voice behind him said, "Gee whiz, Count. 
Is that ydTir car?" 

The Count whirled. There on the sidewalk stood . 
Egbert, the chicken, the object xof so many of the 
Count's sly schemes. Egbert was wide-eyed and 
open-mouthed, admiring the car. 

"Egbert," the Count said disgustedly, "if brains 
were gunpowder, you couldn't blow the dust off an 
ant's_ pants." 

Egbert blushed. "Aw, Count, I'll bet you say that 
to all the smart, handsome fellows you meet, you 
old flatterer." 

Suddenly an idea struck the Count, an inspira- 
tion so breathtaking that it . . well, it took his 
breath. There stood a genius like the Count without 
a penny in his pocket And there stood a stupe like 
Egbert with a long grocery list clutched in one 
hand. Now you can't buy groceries without money 
— hence Egbert must have money. The rest was a 
mere matter of transferring it frrm Egbert's pocket 
to his own. 

"Aw," said the Count, "1 only say that because 
I admire you. In fact, I want to do something 
nice for you. . . ." 

"Oh, no," Egbert said in alarm, backing away. 



"Every time you do something nice for me it costs 
me money. Thanks, anyhow. . . ." 

"Egbert," the Count said, grabbing a coat-tail, 
"stop clowning around and listen to me. Wouldn't 
you like to own this lovely car for — uh — twelve 
dollars?" 

"UIp! But I don't have twelve dollars. I only 
have nine." 

^ "Don't change the subject," thundered the Count. 
"I said, wouldn't you like to own this car for nine 
dollars? Now that I have it, I see it doesn't suit 
my personality at all. But on you it looks good. 
Ah, thank you, my boy. . . . Seven, eight, nine. 
Exactly right. Get in, Egbert." 

Egbert, in some bewilderment, found himself 
shoved under the creamy steering wheel and the 
door slammed. A fierce pride filled him. How every- 
body would stare when he drove this fine new car 
down the street. ' -' 

"Go for a nice long ride, my boy," the Count 
was saying from the sidewalk. "I — er — have to 
rush off to a Board of Directors' .meeting." 

The Count looked around and saw a burly, tough- 
looking man emerging from a building across the 
street with a wild light in his eye. "Get outa that 
car, you!" the man yelled. 

"Get going," snapped the Count to the startled 
Egbert. "Just pull that gadget down and step on 
the gas. Don't mind that fellow. He's just jealous. 

The burly man began to run, yelling, "Stop! 
Thief! Stop! Thief!" 

"Hurry," shouted the Count. "He means he's a 
thief and he wants you Jo stop so he can steal 
your lovely new car." 

"Oh, dear," Egbert cried and stepped hard on 
the gas. 

The Count snickered and started to turn away 
for a dash to safety with Egbert's money. But, 
a* the car shot forward with a roar, something 
happened. 

In his haste, the Count had accidentally slammed 
his own coat in the door. When the car shot for- 
ward, the Count unwillingly shot forward, too. 
Down the street went the car, with Egbert dither- 
ing nervously behind the wheel and the Count 
hung like Monday's washing on the running board. 

"Stop!" yelled the Count. "Let me loose." Then 
he looked back and saw a Police Car rocketing in 
pursuit. "No, don't stop. Drive faster!" 

"I wish you'd make up your mind," Egbert said. 

With a twist the Count managed to climb over 
the side into the seat beside Egbert, ripping one 
side of his coat. Egbert stared at him. "Why, Count, 



»i 



EGBERT 



I thought you had an important meeting 111 stop 
and let you off at the corner. 

"Keep going. Stupid, 1 " the Count yelled, looking 
back nervously. "That thief stole a police car and 
he's chasing you. You've got to throw him off ihp 
trail. Faster! Faster!" 

They roared across town and into the count rv, 
with the screaming police car close behind, (.old 
sweat, dotted the Count's brow. His lovely scheme 
had backfired. He didn't mind Egbert's being ar- 
rested as a car thief but now he was in the same 
boat. Nine dollars wouldn't buy many luxuries in 
jail. 

"Start twisting to shake him off," cried the 
Count. 

"Okay," Egbert said agreeably and began to 
twist and squirm in the seat. "Is he off yet?" 

"Not you. Stupid! The car! Turn right here — 
to the right." 

Egbert turned to the left. They skidded wildly 
into a small side road leading up to one of the 
big country estates. The Count clutched his hair. 
"You dope, not this way. Turn left." 

Egbert turned right. The car screamed around 
R short curve and stopped with a bump in the 
driveway of a huge mansion. The Count gaped 
at the nameplate on the door. Lottie Cluck. 

"You dimwit," howled the Count, scrambling 
over the door in a rush. "You landed us right in 
Lottie Cluck's own yard." 

"Isn't that nice?" Egbert .beamed. "I've always 
wanted to meet Lottie Cluck. She's my favorite 
movie star." 

The Count started to groan- and then he saw 
several big and tough looking servants running 
from the house, followed hy a gorgeous blonde 
in a green dress — Lottie Cluck, herself. With one 
hound the Count was out of the car and safely 
hidden in some nearby bushes. "Poor Egbert," 
he muttered. "The dope'll sit there and get caught 
with the goods. I'll have to find a new sucker to 
gyp when they lock him up. Life is very complex 
these days." 

Then he nearly choked on his own surprise For 
he saw the men run up and .begin to pump Egbert's 



hand The next moment the gorgeous Lottie Cluck 
had thrown her arms around Egbert and was 
kissing him warmly. 

'^You dear, dear chicken," her voice reached 
the Count's astounded ears. "You brought my 
stolen car right back to my door. You're cleverer 
than all the police They've been hunting for it 
for two days.' 

Now the Count saw it all. The car thief who stole 
it from Lottie had parked it on the street. Egbert, 
in his stupid way, had driven it straight bark to 
its owner. And now he was getting the credit and 
Lottie Cluck's kisses Anger boiled in the Count's 
breast. "It ain't fair." he snarled. "I do all the 
work getting that chump to take the car — and he 
gets all the credit. Well I won't stand for it." 

He saw a fat wad of bills being forced into Eg- 
bert's hand in reward for returning the car and 
the sight was too much for the Count. With a 
howl of anguish he shot out of the bushes. 'Stop! 
I am the one who took the car — not that little drip " 

"The car thief," cried Lottie Cluck. "Grab him, 
boys'. Egbert, you get an extra reward for catch- 
ing the thief, too." 

"No," howled the Count, squirming in the grasp 
of two gigantic bodyguards. "You've got it wrong. 
I mean, I persuaded Egbert to return it. I should 
get the reward." 

Now Egbert was no menial wizard but he wasn't 
too dumb to figure out what the Count had been 
doing to him. A spark of vengeance lighted his eye. 

"Oh. he didn't steal the car," Egbert said grand- 
ly. "Poor fellow, he's only a petty thief But he 
did steal my nine dollars. You'll find it in his 
right-hand pocket and I'd like it back." 

The money was found and handed over. The 
next moment the Count was being given a bum's 
rush that sent him flying over the fence and 
' straight into a juicy puddle. He sat up, raging, 
in time to see Egbert, with Lottie Cluck's arm 
around him, being led into the house for lunch. 

"Bah!"' growled the Count, slinking off down 
the road, dripping mud. "Sometimes I wish Id 
been born dumb and lucky like him, instead of 
smart and unfortunate like me." 
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HOPE-- IN HER PARLOR/ 
yiKE/MR. 8INPLE, PON'T 
YOU TAKE ANY OF 
WIPOW JONES' MONEY , 
— THAT'S A CRIMB/j 




BEANIE, I'M PEEPLY 
FLATTEREP--ER--I 
MEAN HURT, THAT 
YOU'P THINK I'V PO 
SUCH AN AWFUL 
THINS.' 



BEANIE. YOU'RE A GOOP 
BOY TO HELP M£.' JUST 
CHOP ANP BRIN6 IN SOME 
KINPLIN6 FOR 
MY COOK 
STOVE/ 








EGBERT 




EGBERT 





STOP OR I'LL CALL ) 
THE FIRST 
POLICEMAN 
X SEE/ 



6APZ00KS/ VOU 
CAN'T PO THAT 
TO ME. BEANIE/ 





EGBERT 




I'M R6TURNIN6 THE 
WIDOW'S SAVINGS 
TO HER/ NOW YOU 
HAVE NO MONEY 
AND. NO LUNCH, 
EITHER/ 





GADZOOKS, BEANIE/ 
I TOOK THIS-- I 
HAVE THE RIGHT 
TO RETURN IT/ 




HERE/ I'VE BEEN--CR-- 
TESTING BEANIE'S TRAILING 
ABILITY AND - -ER--- % SLURP 1 
WORKING UP A TREMENDOUS 
APPETITE/ 



BUT THERE'S NOTHING 
LEFT TO EAT/ THAT POOR 
TRAMP'S BEEN HUNGRY 
FOR A WEEK-- 1 GAVE 
HIM YOUR LUNCH.' 



/$» 6* 
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See the gruesome, growling, gigantic gorilla.. 
See the fox's fearful, fantastic formula, 
as TERROR stallcs the countryside, in 

rize Beast Thai Walks/ 



The circus is in town and our hero /?"7 
is on his "way to see the show.... \ \ ( 

„ 'LOOK AT THIS. (OPS ~A PASS TO THE " u — 
CIRCUS -ANC? I GOT IT FOR NOTHING.' ALL 
1 1 HAP TO PO WAS WATER SIXTEEN ELEPHANTS 
AMD CtEAN THIRTY-TWO 
HORSE STAttS? 




HART 
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COMING 7HfS WAV? (SOSH , THE COUNT' 
HOUSE IS JUST DOWN THE ROAD/ 
HAVE TO WARN HIM.' J 



/' 



s 




iMeaxiwlule, in-side fHeliouse... 

EUREKA .' I'VE DONE IT.' AN EUX/R. 
TO BRING OUT THE BEAST IN WHOEVER 
TAKES IT. 1 HA-HA-HA/ I'M A REGULAR 
,DR JEKKYLL AND MP. HIDEOUS! NOW 

TO FIND SOMEONE 
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The escaped Gorilla approaches 
•the "house as Egbert departs 



sta 




E6&EBT.' ElffeEKA.' I PID IT.' 
THE ?EAST WALKS' ^ n 
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As ttw Gorilla, exitsvby the door, a very 
angry Egbert enters via the -window .' 



TRY TO DO A SUV A FAVOR AND HE FORCES 
YOU TO DRINK THAT GARBAGE.' BRINGS OUT 
THE BEAST IN ME, HUH? BRING OUT THE 
BUR.PS IS MORE LIKE IT.' 
I'LL FIX HIM.' 




* 



EGBERT.' THE ANTIDOTE 
CIDTHE TRICK/ -< 
I'M THE GREATEST- 




EGBERT 



I KNOW IT'S FOOLISH TO THINK THE STUFF 
WILL REALLY WORK —BUT JUST IN CASE. 1\L 
GET SOME OF THE ANTIDOTE READY/ 




/f- ^ (.6PPB4-E -GA2UNTIET7, 



' 



r*£. 
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OOHH, WHERE AM 1? W-WHAT? OH, 
REMEMBER —THE STUFF WORKED7 
COUNT TURNEt? INTO A BEAST, EVEN 
HORRIBLE THAN HE 
GENERALLY IS 



NOW T 
THE 

MORE 




WH-WHAT7 OH. EGBERT", VOU'RE YOURSELF ) 
AGAIN.' HOW PO YOU FEEL? WASN'T IT -<-^ 

TERRIBLE WNEN^ 
■THE BEAST J 
W ' K ~(\ \ ^ WAL ^EC?7^/ 



I'LL SAY.' HE WALKED ALL OVER BOTH OP 
US.' WE MUST PESTROY THE STUPFj COUNT/ 
IT'S A MENACE TO 
CIVILIZATION - AND 
TO US, TOO.' 





WORLDS CHAMPION 

STRIKE OUT -NO HIT - SPEEDBALL 

"CLEVELAND INDIANS" PITCHER 



"BOYS «nd GIRLS 

GET ONLY THESE ORIGINAL. GEN- 
UINE. PURE, DELICIOUS FROZEN 
ON-A-STICK CONFECTIONS" 



ALL "POPSICLE" PRODUCTS ARE 
MADE BY SELECTED ICE CREAM 
MANUFACTURERS IN "APPROVED- 
CLEAN SANITARY PLANTS 
THROUGHOUT THE WORLD AND 
THEY ARE SOLD EVERYWHERE! 



will send you 






COOLING — REFRESHING 
VARIOUS FLAVORS 




CHEWY — FUDGV 
FROZEN OELIGHT 




RICH ICE CREAM 
OELICIOUSLY COATED 




RICH ICE CREAM 
CHOCOLATE COATED 

SAVE THE BAGS 
GET SWELL PRIZES 

Gr»nd gifts for b«gj (or bags and cash) from 
tho»» products. 

lea Crram On-A-Stick Bags ara good too if 
thay say "LICENSED BY JOE LOWE CORPO- 
RATION" and — "SAVE THESE BASS FOR 
GIFTS." 




THIS WONDERFUL "POPSICLE PETE* FUN 
k> BOOK" CHOCK FULL OF STORIES. TRICKS. 
PRIZES. HOBBIES. ADVENTURE. QUIZ. 
LAUGHS AND ENTERTAINMENT. 

FREE PRIZE 
CATALOG 

It goat with tha "POPSICLE PETE* FUN 
BOOK." It shows pictures of priias givan just 
for saving bags (or bags and cash) and tails 
how many bigs naadad for aach gift. 

EAST TO GIT 

TO GET, BOTH THE "POPSICLE PETE'FUN 
BOOK" AND PRIZE CATALOG JUST SEND 
A POSTAL CARD WITH YOUR NAME AND 
ADDRESS TO 




Popsic/e Pete* 

60 1 W. 26th ST.. NEW YORK I. N. Y. 

In Canada Address 

I0Q Starling Road. Toronto 



■ T M. Ra». U. *. Pa». OH. Lica»ta4 bp 




The Insult ' 
that Turned a 



CHUMP 7 r CHAMP 



rtioOK, JOEAETWW, COME ON 
SEE IF YOU CAN 





7~ 



''YOU POOR CHUMP]\ ARE YOU GOiNG 
'TO GROW UP AND 
MAN/ 



YOU'LL WHAT — 



7; 



OH, JOE, WHEN 



"s 



T 



DOGGONE/ I'M FED UP WITH 

BEING A WEAKLING-I'LL 

GET CHARLES ATLAS'S FREE 

BOOK AND FIND OUT WHAT 

HE CAN DO FOR ME/ 




T 



GOLLY, ATLAS BUILDS 
MUSCLES FAST/JUST 
WATCH MY SMOKE NOW / 



1 






OUT OF THE 
WAY SMALL-FRY, 
MAKE WAY FOR 
A MAN/ 



o-oh,joe,you'rV^ 
.more than , 
that-you're a s 
HE-MAN now/ 




I Can Make YOU A New Man, 
in Only 15 Minutes a Day! 



HAVE YOU evpr felt like Joe— abso- 
lutely fed up with having bigger, hus- 
kier fellows "push you around"? If you 
have, then give me just 15 minutes a day! 
I'LL PROVE you can have a body you'll 
be proud of, packed with redblooded 
vitality! 

"Dynamic Tension." That's the secret! 
That's how I changed myself from a 
scrawny, 97-pound weakling to winner 
of the title, "World's Most Perfectly 
Developed Man." 

"Dynamic Tension" Does Iff 

Using "Dynamic Tension" only 15 min- 
utes a day, in the privacy of your own 
room, you quickly begin to put on muscle, 
increase your chest measurements, broaden 
your back, fill out your arms and legs. 
This easy, NATURAL method will make 
you a finer specimen of REAL MAN- 
HOOD than you ever dreamed you could" 
be! 

You Get Results FAST 

Almost before you realize it, you will 
notice a general "toning up" of your en- 



tire system! You will have more pep, 
bright eyes, clear head, real spring and 
zip in your step! You get sledge-hammer 
fists, a battering ram punch — chest and 
back muscles so big they almost split your 
coat seams — ridges of solid stomach mus- 
cle — mighty legs that never get tired. 
You're a New Man! 

FREE BOOK 

Thousands of fellows have used my 
marvelous system. Read what they say — 
see how they look before and after — in my 
book, "Everlasting Health and Strength." 

Send NOW for this book --FREE. It 
tells all about "Dynamic 
Tension," shows you 
actual photosof men I've 
turned from puny weak- 
lings into Atlas Cham- 
pions. It tells how I can 
do the same for YOU. 
Don't put it off! Address 
me personally, Charles 
Atlas, Department 330* , 
115 East 23rd St.. New 
York 10, New York. 




■:>:.i*::«;' ; 




CHARLES ATLAS, Dept.3306 

115 East 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y. 

I want the proof that your system of "Dy- 
namic Tension" will help make a New Man of 
me— give me a healthy, husky body and big 
muscular development. Send me your free 
book, "Everlasting Health and Strength." 



Name 



(Please print or write plainly) 



Address 

City State 

D Check here if under 16 for Booklet A 




*AS THE AIR SHOOTS 
OUT OF THIS BALLOON 
IN ONE DIRECTION, THE 
REACTION PUSHES IT IN 
THE OPPOSITE DIRECTION." 




I WHEN A SPARK STARTS THE VAPOR K 
AND AIR BURNING, IT EXPANDS RAPIDLY 
...SHOOTING OUT THE BACK AND 
L DRIVING THE ENGINE FORWARD. 



AIR 



EROSENE VAPOR 




COMPRESSOR 



'AND HERE -TO PUT IT SIMPLY -IS 
HOW A JET ENGINE WORKS. AT THE 
FRONT END, A COMPRESSOR... A 
SORT OF PAN... FORCES AIR INTO 
A COMBUSTION CHAMBER, WHERE 
KEROSENE VAPOR IS MIXED 
WITH IT." 




(BUT WHAT TURNS T 
FAN UP FRONT ? 




SHAFT TURBINE 




JET 



*AH, THAT'S THE TRICKY PART.' 
ON THE WAY OUT, THE VET" 
OF EXPANDING GASES TURNS 
A TURBINE... ANOTHER SORT OF 
FAN. AND THE TURBINE TURNS 
A SHAFT THAT TURNS THE 
COMPRESSOR." 





THAT "BUILT-IN SHIP CHAIN" 
GIVES ME TOP PERFORMANCE, 

..says "U.S." ROYAL! 



"YOUR BIKE COMES ALIVE IN THE SPRINTS WHEN 
YOU'RE RIDIN' ON U.S. BIKE TIRES. "U.S." HOLDS THE 
ROAD WITH PERFECT BALANCE, SURE TRACTION. 
THAT BUILT-IN CHAIN DESIGN IS A RAPID-FIRE 
STOPPER TOO, AND FOR MORE MILEAGE, U.S. IS TOPS." 



BIKE TIRES 

America's Fastest Selling Tires 
© 

UNITED STATES RUBBER COMPANY 
Serving Through Science 



